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House of Burgess: Turning 29 on the 29th 


By Rob Burgess 
Tribune night editor 


When you’re a child, every birthday is a special occasion. Nearly every 
age brings new rights and privileges. After you turn 21, though, the 


chances for significant birthday milestones certainly goes downhill. 


Besides the possible exception of being able to rent a car at age 25, 
it’s really only at the decade marks (30, 40 and so on) that anything 
actually changes. But this year I turned 29 on April 29. I turn a new 
age every April 29, but no matter how long I live, this is the only time 
my age and the day of my birth will ever be the same. So, in an effort 


to foster a better understanding of myself and to celebrate this 


significant landmark in my life, I decided to completely analyze all 


measurable aspects of my birthday. 


On Friday, April 29, 1983, “Flashdance” was the hottest movie in the 
country, Michael Jackson’s “Beat It” was the No. 1 song on the 


Billboard Hot 100 chart and I was born in Bloomington. 


I did some digging and found the April 29, 1983, edition of The 
Kokomo Tribune. The upper right-hand corner of the front page 
featured a cartoon raccoon holding an umbrella in the driving rain, 
predicting precipitation for the day. (I have always enjoyed a good 
thunderstorm.) I was born at around 8:30 p.m. (I always thought 
Friday evenings were the best time of the week. Coincidence?) The 
television listings in that day’s paper revealed the programs being 
broadcast when I entered this world included episodes of: “Knight 
Rider” (“Michael Knight’s investigation into video game piracy is 
hampered by an overly-eager female detective.”), “Dallas” (“Lucy 
bitterly blames Sue Ellen for the car accident which has put Mickey in 
the hospital.”) and “The Dukes of Hazzard” (“Uncle Jesse gets 
arrested when he attempts to help a fugitive escape Boss Hogg’s 
clutches.”) Other than having an affinity for the “Knight Rider” theme 
song, I can’t say any of this information particularly resonated with 


me. 


Stumped, I then expanded the search radius to every occurrence of 
the date in modern history. April 29 isn’t home to any officially 
recognized major holidays. However, I did find out that not only is it 
National Shrimp Scampi Day (the origins of which are hazy at best), 
but also Zipper Day, designed to commemorate April 29, 1913, when 
U.S. Patent 1,060,378 for “separable fastener” was approved. I do 
enjoy both shrimp and zippers, but I don’t know if that makes me a 


special and unique snowflake in that respect. 


Perhaps comparing me to well-known public figures that I share my 
special day with might shed a light on my inner soul, I thought to 
myself. However, I soon realized that even though Master P, Jerry 
Seinfeld and Hirohito share my birthday, they didn’t seem to have 
much in common. Both Prince William and Kate Middleton, and Adolf 
Hitler and Eva Braun were wed on April 29. (Although, one of those 
couples definitely had a better honeymoon than the other.) At this 
point I wasn’t feeling the glow of inner truth shining upon me just yet. 
Expanding the search even further to the mystical realm was really 
the only place left to take this quest. April 29 makes me a Taurus. “A 
Taurus born on April 29 is concerned with how they are perceived by 
others,” wrote Jill M. Phillips for The Learning Channel’s website. 
“Part of their problem is the inability to appreciate their own best 


character traits.” 


Now we're getting somewhere, I thought. Moving on to numerology, 
the number 29 is made up of the 2 and the 9, which added together 
equal 11. This is apparently important because 11 is a master number, 


whatever that means. 


“The 11 is the most intuitive of all numbers,” wrote numerologist 
Hans Decoz. “It represents illumination; a channel to the 
subconscious; insight without rational thought; and sensitivity, 


nervous energy, shyness, and impracticality.” 


All right, we’re cutting a little close to the bone there. I decided to 
stop myself from plunging any further down this particular rabbit hole 
when I found one article declaring someone born on April 29 as 
enjoying “sports of all kinds.” This patently untrue statement gave me 


some amount of pause, and allowed me to take a step back. 


What I came to realize is that I was attempting to use the details of 
my birth to give me some idea of where I’m heading. And there isn’t a 


way to know that. It hasn’t happened yet. 


Just because you came into the world under the regime of Michael 


Jackson and “Flashdance” doesn’t mean you'll leave that it that way. 


e Rob Burgess, Tribune night editor, may be reached via email at 


rob.burgess@kokomotribune.com. 


